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Dumbell! So now you all know! It's rankled in him—yes, it
has, Claudius, and you know it, from that night on. Dumbell
was staying with me, and you should have heard the way
Claudius went at him after supper that evening! But of course
the lad had no more idea of what he'd set going than of why
he wears a black shirt."
"DumbelPs our brother, Mr. No-man," Thuella threw in.
"He's only just left school but he's already married and he's
already high up among the Black Shirts. We all hate his wife
—don't we, Jin?—and we all love him> but even Dad doesn't
take him seriously."
"I take him seriously, Mr. No-man!" said Claudius. "I've
always considered this Fascist business is much more than the
last ditch of capitalism. And it's the more serious just because
it is so evasive and indefinable. It springs from youth—I'm
sure of that. It satisfies some craving that modern civilization
has suppressed. It's as silly to say that the leaders who gain
by it account for its existence, as to say that tyrannical popes
account for the existence of the Church. We all ought to study
its psychology minutely. It isn't an invention, it's a natural
growth. Personally I think it's a disease, but that's only a name
for something absorbing and dangerous." His hawk's eyes
hovered over them all with a sad assurance. Then they settled
on Thuella's picture and assumed a pensive as well as a con-
temptuous expression. He seemed to be seeking an explanation
of Fascism in the painting of clouds.
"Sometimes I think, Claudius," cried Mrs. Dearth, "you
positively love destruction. Sometimes I think that for all your
fuss over our welfare you really hate us, and that's why you're
so fond of machinery. You'd like a world of robots better than
a world of men and women, for then you wouldn't have even
to consider such an irrelevant intrusion into scientific problems
as a human heart!"
Our friend could not help feeling sorry for the man's flushed
face, as its heavy pendulous eyelids seemed almost to close
as it sank forwards with a heavy droop under the woman's
anger.
"I—don't—think—Mrs. Dearth, you're attacking him for
the right thing," murmured Uryen in a thick husky voice, as
if he were just beginning to feel the influence of his own wine,
"What's wrong with him is not his changing his life to con-

